LITTLE HOLLAND HOUSE

was felt at this time to be very desolate with its gleaming canals in the sun-
set and the thorn hedges and field after field of cabbages. In the evenings
the mist would rise, creep up the High Street, past the lighted window of
the Catholic repository in Old Street with its tawdry crosses and medall-
ions, rub its way along the high brown wall which enclosed the Gardens,
past Kensington Gore where sheep still grazed, and so up through the
park into London. In Summer the meadows round Little Holland House
were golden in the sun, and the cabbage fields looked like a silver sea as
you walked down the lanes to Fulham or Earl's Court.

It was a place after Mrs. Prinsep's heart. She considered that it was made
for her. Its rambling rooms and corridors just suited the untidiness of her
mixed French and Irish descent. It could not be denied that it was far
out, too far to be fashionable, but Mrs. Prinsep decided to snap her
fingers at fashion in this matter as she had done over dress. She would
make it fashionable to live outside London. And assuredly Thoby would
find it very refreshing to retire to a land of meadows and haystacks after his
work at the India Office. It delighted her to think that the distinguished
guests she meant to entertain would have to duck their heads beneath a
porch of untidy thatch.

In 1850 Thoby signed a lease for twenty-one years with Lord Holland.
At the beginning of the next year the Prinseps were firmly established. But
although they were now much further from Watts than they had been the
intercourse was not only maintained but developed. Watts had been
seriously ill. He would sit by the hour doing nothing. Melancholy would
envelop him like a thick impenetrable cloud and leave him inert and
frustrated. The very capacity to feel seemed to be taken from him. 'I do
not expect*, he wrote, *at most to have the opportunity of doing more than
prepare the way for better men and not that always; more often I sit among
the ruins of my aspirations, watching the tide of time/1 And the tide of
time seemed interminably grey and opposed to his will. Mrs. Prinsep did
what she could for him, but she realised that without companionship and
the cheerful influence of a family circle he was not likely to get better.
When she saw his pale dejected face the floodgates of her warm generous
heart were opened. Soon after the Prinseps had seeded in, Watts was
persuaded to make Little Holland House his home.

s. Prinsep] is rather stout and not handsome, but delightful to look
at, and the sort of person one would like to live under the shadow of 01

1M. S. Watts, i, p. 127.
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